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jected sociably into the rear of the forward carriage, and as he
u?&&^*5&                           toiled  up  the long hills our

driver stood up and talked to
his friend, and his friend stood
up and talked back to him,
with his rear to the scenery.
When the top was reached,
and we went Hying down the
other side, there was no change
in the programme. I carry
in my memory yet the picture
of that forward driver, on his
knees on his high seat, resting
his elbows on its back, and
beaming down on his pas-
sengers, with happy eye, and
Hying hair, and jolly red face,
and offering his card to the
old German gentleman, while
he praised his hack and horses,
and both teams were whizzing
down a long hill with nobody
in a position to tell whether
we were bound to destruction
or an undeserved safety.

Toward sunset we entered
a beautiful green valley dotted
with cMlets, a cosy little do-
main, hidden away from the
busy world in a cloistered
nook, among giant precipices
topped with snowy peaks that
seemed to float like islands
above the curling surf of the
sea of vapour that severed
them from the lower world.
Down from vague and vapor-
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